CHAPTER IX

ARAFAT DAY:   NIGHT*

IT has always been difficult, if not impossible, to satisfy the
cravings of an inquisitive nature; and when Seyyid 'AH
left the tent, singing the Persian lullaby, my curiosity was
not long in overcoming my desire to sleep. It was not the
prayerful hum of the canvas city that kept me awake; it
was the undevotional uproar, with the appeal it made to my
love of adventure. I lay there for some time thinking, as
men active and alert in body and mind will, of the chances
I might miss of witnessing some deed of heroism or of
violence, were I to allow myself to count the possible cost
of the risk, rather than the certain opportunities of distinc-
tion which its dangers would present to a man of an
enterprising spirit.

With these thoughts in my mind, I leaped to my
feet and at once wandered out in the camp. To me it
seemed one vast place of sepulture; for, go where I might,
there I happened upon the victims of the cholera fiend or its
terrible ally, fear. I saw them writhing on the ground, with
limbs hideously contorted and faces blackened like char-
coal ; I heard the sick groaning from within the tents as I
hurried by to the more convivial surroundings of the market-
place ; and I stumbled over the graves in which the dead

* In the East the night precedes the day, thus our Sunday night
is their Monday night.
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